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	1. Chapter 1

**For it is by grace you have been saved.**

* * *

><p>The phone rang, and I smiled, looking over at it, knowing without turning it over who it would be. He always called me when he was away on a mission, when he could. I was still grinning when I finally reached over and picked it up, though years of practise kept the smile from my voice.<p>

"Hello?"

"Hey baby, it's me." He sounded tired, and I bit my lip to hold back my giggle. I'd never giggled before I met him.

"Hello? Did I order a booty call? I don't remember, but then, they do all blur together sometimes," I sighed. His silence was so thick, I could feel it. I knew the way his face would look right now, how his brows would draw together over his eyes, his mouth thinning, but he didn't make a sound. No one could make silence quite as loud as him. I bit at my fingernails, smiling as I listened to his silence.

"Oh really?" he growled, after a long pause.

"Mmm," I rolled over in bed, staring at the ceiling above me. "Oh yes, but there's only one I keep waiting for."

"Yeah?"

"Oh yeah," I said, and now I knew he could hear me smiling. "I love you baby."

"I love you too. I miss you." Smiling sadly, I sat up.

"I miss you too. How's it going?"

"Fine. It's over. I'll be home in a couple of days," he said, some of the tiredness returning to his voice.

"A couple of days? Where are you?" He laughed at last.

"Oh, come on, baby, you know the drill," he said.

"Hmm," I said, flopping back down on the bed. "Then I guess you don't get to know where I am either. Or what I'm doing." There was a pause, then I distinctly heard the sound of a door closing.

"We were on a ship. Talk."

"A ship? Really? How inter—"

"Talk," he growled, and I laughed, letting the sound stretch then die.

"Well," I said quietly, "I'm in our apartment."

"Hmm..."

"And I'm in our bedroom..." I could hear him breathing, and closed my eyes, imagining he was beside me, instead of miles away. "On the bed..." I whispered, and I heard his long sigh. "And I'm waiting for you." His growl was the best sound I'd heard since he left.

"You're such a tease."

"You love me."

"I love you," he confirmed. "Do you love me?"

"Come home, and I'll show you just how much." His groan this time was a little less composed. "I'll see you soon."

"Soon. I promise." I laughed, made a kiss at the phone, and hung up on him. The darkness of the bedroom seemed a little lighter than it had done before. He was awful at calculating time zones, and probably had no idea he'd woken me, but I didn't care. I would give up sleep willingly to hear the sound of his voice. Still smiling, I rolled over, crawling back under the covers and holding the phone close to my chest as I closed my eyes.

.

.

Two days later, I shut the door to the apartment with a sigh, leaning back against the wood and fighting to stay upright. _He'll be home soon_, I reminded myself, as I dropped my keys into the bowl, and kicked off my shoes. Dropping my bag with a dull thud that made me wince, glancing apologetically towards the floor, and I moved forwards on gentle feet, padding towards the kitchen. But I never made it, because as I emerged from the hallway, I glanced left, as I always did, and froze. He was there. He was back, he was home, he was here. I threw myself at him, and he caught me, his arms holding me tight, pulling me close. I clung to him like he was life itself, my face buried in his neck, my breathing a little ragged.

"Shhh," he murmured. "It's okay, I'm back. I'm here. It's okay."

"I love you," I whispered, pulling back to look at him, my eyes scanning desperately for any bruises or new scars, until he caught my chin in his hand, and I looked him full in the face.

"I'm fine," he said, and his mouth quirked up. "And I love you too." And I kissed him.

.

.

It was several hours later, when we were properly reacquainted, sitting curled around each other on the couch, when the phone rang. I groaned, but pushed up from where I was leaning back on his chest.

"I can get it, you've been at work," he said, making a move to stand up, but I pushed him back down.

"And you've been off gallivanting," I smirked, liking the way he fell back beneath my fingers. "I can get it." And so I did, dancing across the room to pick up the receiver. "Hello?"

"Hey, Grace."

"Jack!" I smiled. "Good to hear your voice, how are you?"

"I'm fine thanks," Jack said. "You?"

"Oh, I'm great," I said, turning to look back towards the couch, where he was watching me with dark eyes. Jack laughed.

"I take it he got back okay then?"

"Yeah, do you want to talk to him?"

"Please."

"Okay, just a second." I threw the phone across the room, and he snatched it out of the air with ease.

"Rumlow."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: ****Short start, but I got a huge overdose of Rumlow-feels (which has never, ever happened before) from that tumblr post / quote from FG, so this happened.**

**Un-beta'ed, all mistakes are my own. Credit to all the amazing people at Marvel and beyond.**

**This may develop into more chapters, will see how it goes. Hope you enjoyed. Reviews make me happy, just in case you were on the fence...**


	2. Chapter 2

I wandered into the kitchen while Brock was on the phone. Jack Rollins was one of the few people he worked with that I'd actually met, and I liked and trusted him. It made me feel better to know that if Brock ever got into trouble, Jack would have his back. There was other too, probably a whole team, but they were both so secretive about their work, and I didn't press them. With a yawn, I lean against the fridge door, eyeing the contents. There were two steaks at the top, the ones I bought specially as soon as I knew when he would be coming home soon. We could have those this evening. A pair of hands came around my waist, and I jumped a little, though I knew it was him from the first touch. Leaning back against his chest, I gave him a quick kiss over my shoulder.

"Steak?" I asked. He groaned in longing and I laughed. "How's Jack?"

"He's okay, just needed to check when we have to be in tomorrow. He was pretty out of it earlier." I paused as I slid the steaks onto the counter, looking back at him.

"Is he okay?"  
>"Yeah, he's fine, just got a bit banged up." I hesitated, and he gave a small smile. "Grace, he's fine, seriously. Just got a fist in the face, but he's good. He's picking me up tomorrow, you can see for yourself," he said, his arms coming around me again, his tone low and soothing, and I nodded.<p>

"And you're okay?" He laughed deep in his chest.

"Of course I am. Nothing's ever going to stop me coming back to you," he said, kissing me gently, and I followed him when he went to pull away. I knew he could handle himself, but I still worried. He never got annoyed at my constant fussing when he got home though. Another reason why I loved him, one of many, though reason had little to do with it. My stomach growled, fully aware of the food I was ignoring, and I pulled away with a sigh that had him chuckling again.

"Steak and chips?" He asked as I turned back to the meat, unwrapping it carefully. "I could run down the street, get some from the takeaway?"

"No!" I bit my tongue, cutting off my desperate cry as I spun to face him. "Just..." I swallowed. "Let's just have some from the freezer." Brock's face, normally so hard and guarded, was staggeringly gentle as he moved back towards me, stroking one hand down the side of my face.

"Okay," he said softly. "Okay." We were in constant contact as we moved around each other making dinner. I stroked his back as I squeezed past to get the salt, he returned by brushing my arm with one hand as he reached for a knife with the other. The touches said everything we didn't need to voice out loud.

.

.

A couple of hours later, food prepared and eaten, clearing up done, I stared without seeing at the wall of our bedroom, my head cushioned on Brock's bare chest, his hand tracing my arm, my fingers splayed on his stomach. Even relaxed, I could see the ridges of hard muscle inches from my nose, but I kept my hand still, resisting the urge to stroke over them, knowing what would happen if I did. I grinned at the memory. It was so simple to lift up the corners of my mouth, so easy to smile with him so close.

"What are you laughing at?" he asked, rough amusement in his voice, and I looked up, unsurprised that he'd know, feeling the tension under my hand as he lifted his head, and I smiled all the more broadly for the sight of his face.

"Nothing," I said, "just glad you're here." He laughed, and I felt the sound all around me, under my hand, through my shoulder, under my lips as I pushed up to kiss him. He gasped a little, his mouth opening to mine as his hands rose to cup my face, tracing down my back. And gentle as a feather, I brushed my hand over his stomach, round to his side. He _squeaked_, breath catching in his throat as his whole body spasmed, limbs jerking sideways in an attempt to protect himself.

"Grace!" he gasped, trying to be serious, but the tremor in his tone ruined the effect, and I laughed as I continued my assault, bringing my other hand to his other side, a double sided attack that had him squirming beneath me as I alternated between soft strokes and firmly poking my fingers into the most sensitive spots. "Grace!" he moaned, but he was laughing now, face screwed up, and I was giggling above him. It had taken nearly a year before I'd found out he was ticklish, and it remained a certain point of pride that he let me see him like this. I knew that he could have me off him in a second if he wanted, but he was always so gentle with me, even when I tortured him with tickling. But that didn't mean he didn't retaliate. Lunging upwards, Brock grabbed my shoulder and flipped us both over, the move taking me by surprise, my hands stilling on his sides, just holding now, and in that moment of mercy, he attacked, his mouth descending on mine as his hands ran down my sides to the bottom of his t-shirt that I slept in, and then under it. I gasped, right along with his mood, winding my hands around his back as he caressed his way up my stomach, much as I had done for him, but without the reaction. I wasn't ticklish, and I grinned under his mouth, even as I shivered with anticipation at the pathway his fingers were taking.

"Stop laughing," he grumbled, but I had no breath left to reply or apologise as his lips found mine again, and I was panting already.

"I missed you," I finally managed to gasp, breaking away from his mouth long enough to get a breath, and he growled in approval, a sound that sent shivers through every part of me that had missed him so badly.

.

.

Quite some time later, and still panting a little, I pulled his old t-shirt back over my head before flopping down on the bed, where Brock immediately threw a lazy arm over my waist.

"Welcome home," I said coyly, looking back over my shoulder at him, pleased to see he was just as strung out as I was. With a chuckle, he planted a light kiss on my shoulder.

"I love you," he murmured, and I grinned.

"I know." He scoffed, pushing me lightly, but I grabbed hold of him before I could roll too far away.

"Go to sleep," he chuckled, entwining his fingers with mine as he sighed out a long breath. Grinning, I reached over and flicked off the light, revelling in the feel of his body behind mine in the darkness.

"Brock?" I whispered.

"Hmm?"  
>"I love you too." He laughed, pulling me even closer.<p>

"Good."

"Good?" I rolled over and blew a breath straight into his face, making him jerk backwards, blinking rapidly even as he tried to control his smile.

"Urg, Grace, just go to sleep." Still chuckling, I settled again, facing him now, tracing the outline of his face in the darkness. He could be harsh, and gruff, and intimidating, but at times like this, his face relaxed and open, I couldn't see anything but my Brock in his features, and he _was_ mine. Yet another reason why I loved him.

.

.

Brock was up before me the next morning, though not by much; I rolled out of bed just as he came out of the shower, dodging his kiss.

"Morning breath!" I grumbled, shutting his laugh behind the door. He had breakfast ready when I emerged, a bowl of my favourite Special K cereal waiting beside the milk. I frowned down at the bowl.

"Are you trying to fatten me up?"

"What?" The worry on his face was adorable as he practically pounced on the bowl, tipping it to try and gauge the amount. "Did I do too much?" I laughed, and he drew back scowling as he returned to his own cereal. "Very funny," he grumbled, and I kissed him on the cheek as I went passed.

"Thank you," I offered sincerely as I poured milk, and he grunted, but I could see the smile round the edge of his mouth. "What time is Jack going to be here?"

"Half an hour," Brock said, without even looking at the clock.

"Really?" I asked, pausing in my breakfast to raise an eyebrow. "Half an hour, huh?" He groaned.

"Don't, I need to at least try and listen this morning." I gave a wicked grin.

"How important can it be?" I asked, rolling my shoulders in the way that always set his eyes on fire. He shut his eyes, shaking his head, even as he smiled.

"Stop it," he begged, and I chuckled, even as I returned to my cereal. "You're awful," he said, slurping up the rest of his milk straight from the bowl before moving over to the sink.

"Hark who's talking?" I griped, throwing a mock punch at his back that he dodged without even looking round. I downed the rest of my cereal and we cleared up together, him washing while I wiped by unspoken agreement. We moved around each other seamlessly, a dance born from practise, both gathering our things, using the bathroom again, always together but never underfoot and it seemed like much less than half an hour when there was a knock on the door. I was closer, and padded along the hallway, opening it with a smile ready on my face. It slipped off my face faster than water as I gasped.

Jack was several inches taller than Brock and I, a huge hulking figure with slicked-back hair and a wide face. A face that, at the moment, was half covered by a huge purple bruise that covered the entirety of his left check, all the way down to his jaw, and round towards his head.

"Jesus..."

"It's fine, Grace, it's fine. Seriously, better than it looks," Jack said hastily, slipping inside and shutting the door behind him. I couldn't stop gawping at his face, even as I heard Brock come up behind me.

"Rollins."

"Boss. Ready to go?"

"Yep, let's head off." They both grinned, enjoying the play at seriousness that I knew would last half was down to the car, but even the smile looked painful on Jack's face. "Grace," Brock pulled my head around, tearing my eyes from Jack, even as he opened the door and stepped out into the hallway.

"Oh my—"

"He's fine," he cut me off quickly, but I couldn't help throwing him a sceptical look.

"Be careful," I pleaded, and he snorted.

"At a debrief?" But I didn't relent, glaring at him and he rolled his eyes. "I'll be careful," he promised. "Always am." He kissed me, and then he was gone, the door closed behind us, and I let out a shaky breath. _Always am._

"You'd better be," I muttered to the empty space before me.


End file.
